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Author's Notes: 
Okay sooooo i got randomly inspired to write this, Bruce and Clarence's first meeting I'm sure I'll write more 


with these two, but | figured an intro was definitely needed lol 


Comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


There's always something about meeting someone for the first time. 


Either you remember the encounter or it just becomes a muddled foggy recollection later, which eventually will 
fade Till its gone. 


Sometimes the presence a stranger makes is so powerful you'd never forget them, not even 40 years later. 


As of right now in Ashbury Park, Bruce would have no idea he'd be meeting this person, someone that will change 
the rest of his life. 


It was a cold stormy day in Asbury Park. 
And by stormy | mean thunder cracking in the sky, rain pouring down in buckets. 
That however didn't stop the locals from going out. 


Sure it was advised everyone stay home till the weather passes, but that didn't stop many young folks from 


going out anyways. 

It was New Jersey afterall, the deathtrap. 

The Student Prince was a highlight attraction for tonight for many young faces. There were plenty of other 
bars, but this particular one had quite a small crowd that excitedly waited for a local act to come onto the 
stage. 

The said act was a town favorite, they were always full of energy, doing original songs, instead of covers like 
many other local bands did. You'd expect this group to have made it already, considering they had plenty of 
enthusiasm, and energy. 

They did tour a bit doing a few shows here and there out of state, but never anything concrete. 

Six young men were onstage tinkering around with their instruments, and equipment. 


A few cheers and hollars could be heard amongst the loud chatter of young people socializing. 


Eventually the group started, they played loud enough, you no longer heard the howling wind rattling the 


windows from the storm outside. 
Everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves, from the crowd to the band on stage themselves. 
One young man was front and center, which of course was Bruce, he sang and played guitar. 


The long dark curls of hair bounced lightly as he nodded to the beat, and bellowed out timely lyrics he'd only 


written a couple of days ago. 
The young man lifted his head when something caught his eyes near the front of the bar. 
As they played you didn't realize how bad the storm was getting outside. 


He happened to look up at the right time, seeing a slightly older man open the door. 


The wind was so strong it pulled the door right out of his hand, and snapped off the hinges. 


A couple of people that worked at the bar seen this, and quickly chased after the door that went flying down 
the street. 


No one else seemed to have caught this spectacle. 

The older man adjusted his jacket, and took off his hat; He looked to the stage where he heard the music. 
He caught eyes with the young man on stage. 

They stared at each other, maybe taking each other in 


It almost seemed slightly ominous this figure had the thunder cracking behind him, it was certainly quite an 


entrance 
A moment later Bruce, picked up where he left off with singing, 

They wrapped up their set, and took a break 

The older man had come near the stage. 

Bruce had set his quitar aside briefly, mostly to get a drink from the bar. 
He was slightly startled when this older man had stopped him. 

1 want to play with your band," They said 

Their voice was deep and sultry, like smooth velvet. 

Bruce blinked. 

He was able to take in this stranger a bit better now that they were closer. 
"Sure whatever you want," Bruce agreed out of instinct. 

A sharply dressed dark skinned man wanted to play with them? 

Bruce wondered what the exact appeal was, but he didn't really question it: 


Mostly because his answer seemed to delight this stranger. 


Bruce would recall it as a devilish smile on this strangers face. 

Bruce's eyes shifted seeing this stranger take off his jacket, and set a case onstage. 

One of Bruce's bandmates questioned him about it, how on earth was a sax player going to fit in their band. 
Bruce reassured him not to worry about it. 

Maybe even Bruce was slightly thrilled about it, a new challenge a fresh face he hadn't seen before. 

Soon enough they were back onstage again. 

This stranger didn't know any of their music, since it was all original, but here goes nothing. 

The two of them locked eyes again, and this time Bruce felt something in his chest. 

An excited feeling, that was waning on nervous and anxious. 

Maybe you could mix it up with attraction, Bruce wasn't actually sure, not now. 


Bruce started to sing and play guitar, while the rest of his bandmates followed through, And just like his 


bandmates the loud squeal of a saxophone came bellowing along. 
The crowd was slightly surprised, but soon enough cheered loudly. 


Bruce wasn't sure how this stranger did it, but he followed through the rest of their set, almost like he was 
part of their band all along. 


Bruce felt his heart race, even after the fact they finished up onstage. 

When his bandmates started packing up, Bruce already off stage harassing the owner about their pay. 
The stranger watched this interaction 

Actually finding it a bit humorous. 

Bruce was a bit small and lanky, you wouldn't expect him to act so tough. 

Bruce counted the money, then came back around the stage to help get their equipment. 

Bruce noticed the stranger was still looking at him. 


He didn't even know his name, Bruce awkwardly came over, while winding up a few cables. 


"Sorry | didn't even ask your name," Bruce shook his head, then offering his free hand. 

"Clarence" 

‘'m-" Bruce was cut off by Clarence. 

"I know who you are, your Bruce Springsteen," Clarence said confidently shaking Bruce's hand. 

Bruce felt his face suddenly burning. 

"Heard a lot about you from Karen," Clarence explained. 

At least they had a mutual acquaintance in common. 

"Ah, let me just finish this up, you staying?," Bruce asked. 

Clarence smiled, "for a bit" 

Bruce returned the smile, realizing he was still holding onto Clarence's hand. 

Bruce felt his face burning again, as he let go, then walking away to load up the equipment in their van. 
By the time Bruce came back inside, he saw Clarence standing near the bar casually sipping on a drink. 
He was easy enough to spot, considering he was the only black man in the entire bar of white kids. 
Bruce came over, ordering a drink for himself, and stood next to Clarence. 

It was then Bruce suddenly felt a bit small. 

Clarence was a big man, six foot five, and built like a solid concrete wall. 

"What uh.. Made you wanna play with us tonight?," Bruce asked casually. 

"Well you were playing so well, thought I'd be apart of it," Clarence said simply. 

"You said you knew Karen right?," Bruce then asked. 

"Yeah we're in a band together,” Clarence answered. 


There was a silence between them, as loud chatter and music played around them. 


Bruce wanted to keep the conversation going, but was failing a bit to do so. 

"You uh.. You played really good," Bruce complimented. 

"You not too bad either," Clarence chuckled softly. 

Bruce felt his face burning for the umpteenth time tonight. 

"Didn't think someone who was in the Joyful Noyze played rock music," Bruce said. 
Clarence shrugged, "it feels like it's somethin’ I'm missing," he answered. 

Bruce stared at him. 

His chest tightened again, just like how it did while he was on stage with Clarence. 

"L. Uh.. Think we could use someone like you, maybe jam together more,” Bruce proposed. 
Clarence beamed a bright smile, that made Bruce's heart race fast. 


"I'd like that," Clarence answered back. 


